POPULAR TALES

all my acquaintances. The tide of popularity changed, and I
was deserted. That those who had lived with me so long in
convivial intimacy, that those who had courted, admired, flattered
me, those who had so often professed themselves my friends,
could suddenly, without the slightest probability, believe me
capable of the most horrible crime, appeared to me scarcely
credible. In reality, many would not give themselves the
trouble to think about the matter, but were glad of a pretence
to shake off the acquaintance of a man of whose stories and
songs they began to be weary, and who had put their names to
a subscription, which they did not wish to be called upon to pay.
Such is the world! Such is the fate of all good fellows and
excellent bottle companions ! Certain to be deserted by their
clear friends at the least reverse of fortune.

CHAPTER  VI

MY situation in Philadelphia was now so disagreeable, and my
disgust and indignation were so great, that I determined to quit
the country. My real friend, Mr. Croft, was absent all this
time from town. I am sure, if he had been at home, he would
have done me justice ; for, though he never liked me, lie was a
just, slow-judging man, who would not have been run away
with by the hurry of popular prejudice : I had other reasons
for regretting his absence: I could not conveniently quit
America without money, and he was the only person to whom
I could or would apply for assistance. We had not many debts,
for which I must thank my excellent wife ; but, when every-
thing1 to the last farthing was paid, I was obliged to sell my
watch and some trinkets, to get money for our voyage. I was
not accustomed to such things, and I was ashamed to go to the
pawnbroker's, lest I should be met and recognised by some of
my friends. I wrapped myself up in an old surtoul, and
slouched my hat over my face.

As 1 was crossing the quay, I met a party of gentlemen
walking arm in arm. I squeezed past them, but one stopped
to look after me ; and, though I turned (Sown another street to
escape him, he dogged me unperceived. Just as 1 came out
of the pawnbroker's shop, I saw him posted opposite to me: I
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